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Sigurd had become the heir to the Wongraven family years ago after succeeding his brother, who had decided 
he didn't want the massive fortune at hand. Along with the wine company and the family money, he also got 
the estate and all that came with it. That didn't mean much to him.. except for one particular servant. 

Kjetil had been Sigurd's personal servant since he was |5. He was older by three years and was strangely 
dedicated to the younger man. Kjetil did his job flawlessly and was always eager to make sure Sigurd was 
satisfied and happy. Seeing his master smile was what made working for a wealthy family worth it. 

In Sigura's eyes, Kjetil didn't deserve this. He could be anywhere right now with the intelligence he possessed, 
but instead he'd been wasting his years here at the Wongraven manor. Kjetil was stunningly beautiful too and 
probably could've had himself a family by now. Why he stayed here, Sigurd would never understand and would 


probably never know the answer. 


One particular morning, Sigurd woke up to the sound of his door opening and Kjetil walking inside. 


"Ah, Master, you're awake," he said softly, closing the door. "There's been a few changes to your schedule 


Today and." 

"You don't have to call me ‘Master’ anymore, you know," Sigurd interrupted, sitting up. Kjetil glanced at him 
quickly, then darted his eyes down. Partially out of embarassment, partially due to how great his body looked 
so early in the morning. Did he normally sleep without a shirt? 

‘Sorry, S-Sigurd," he muttered. Their eyes met and he cleared his throat. "Today you have some appointments 
with the people from that five-star downtown, and after that the heirs to the Thoresen and Darski families 
want to talk with you." 


Sigurd grunted in acknowledgement and stretched his arms out. Today was going to be a stressful one for 


sure. 


It was late evening when Sigurd returned from his meetings; he was worn and stressed. Darski and Thoresen 
were bearable but it was the restrurants that were the problem. They just weren't co-operating with him. 
When he arrived at the estate, Kjetil was at the door waiting for him. Sigurd smiled knowing at least he had his 
faithful servant to make him feel well. 


"I take it that the meetings could have gone better." Kjetil said immediately after letting Sigurd inside. 


"Exactly. It doesn't matter though, they've already wasted my damn time and l'm not giving them anymore of 
it" 


"Understood, sir." 


Kjetil followed Sigurd up to his chambers and waited for his orders. Surprisingly none came; the younger man 


just sat at his desk, thinking. 

"Can | ask you something, Kjetil?" 

"OF course, sir" 

"Why'd you waste so many years here?" 


Their eyes met and Kjetil wasn't sure how to answer. Sigurd's stare was sincere, almost sad, and he looked 
down. 


"| just.. | felt a need to be around you, | guess. We've known each other for so long that | didn't want to leave." 


Sigurd got up and walked towards Kjetil. "You like serving me?" 
"Y-Yes. | feel comfortable around you." 


A smile rose on his face. He darted over to the closet in his room, rummaging around in a pile of strange 


clothes in the back. 

‘I've been saving this for an occassion with one of the female servants but.. | think you'll do perfectly." 

Sigurd pulled out a short black dress that was lined in white lace on the bottom, sleeves and top. There was a 
white apron around the waist, a choker, cuffs and headband. In his other hand there was a pair of white lacy 
underwear with matching garterbelt, stockings and black heels. Kjetil felt his face get hot and his heart 
pounded against his chest. 


"You want me to wear that?" 


"Yes." There was a lustful smile on his lord's face. "And while you're at it, I'll let you call me ‘Master’ again." 
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Sigurd sat on the bed, waiting for Kjetil to be finished putting on the outfit. There was a stir in his pants 
thinking about how cute the older man would look in such a risqué getup. Even better, imagining him on his 
knees before him doing the "service" he loved so much. 

He contained himself, letting the erection strain against his pants. He threw his shirt off on to the bed and 
waited. Hopefully, Kjetil would catch notice. 


Kjetil came into the room awkwardly, struggling to walk on the heels Sigurd had made him wore. The skirt of 
the dress easily showed off the erotic undergarments he was wearing. In his mind it was almost thrilling, the 
chances of someone seeing him in such a degrading outfit for his master. It made him excited. 


When he got into the room he heard Sigurd whistle. Kjetil blushed and shut the door, setting his arms at his 


sides. 
"You look beyond sexy, Haraldstad," the younger man muttered. "Spin 


Instantly, Kjetil turned on his heel and spun around. The skirt flew up and showed off the underwear and 
garterbelt that fit tightly on his body. 


"Hmm. Now, come here. Kneel in front of me." 


Kjetil eagerly went to the side of the bed as Sigurd stood up. With a quick glance he knew what to do and 


unbuttoned the pants he was wearing. 
"You're hard already, Master?" 
"Why wouldn't | be?" 


Slowly the older man pulled Sigurd's erection from his pants and stroked it, then ran his tongue from the base 
to the head and took it in to his mouth. Sigurd let out a sigh and rested his hands on the edge of the bed 
Kjetils mouth felt so hot against him that he could've come immediately. 

Kjetil moved his head back and forth, then going further to take as much as he could in before coming up and 
coughing. Sigurd was bigger than he could've imagined and that was an immense turn on. He let his tongue swirl 
around the head before taking Sigura's length in again. 

The younger man's grip on the sheets of the bed grew tighter and he felt a burning feeling rise through his 


body. It crossed his mind how Kjetil, so modest and quiet, could give such great head. It was one of his many 
special abilities, evidently. 


"Kjetil- ha, fuck- you're doing such a good job," he muttered, threading his fingers through his servants dark 
hair. He heard Kjetil hum in approval and his hips jerked. "Fuck!" 


Kjetil could feel his own erection straining against the weak fabric of the underwear he was wearing, 
desperately wanting to do something about it. He slid his free hand under the skirt and ran his thumb along 
the underside and the head. He shuddered under his own touch. He directed his glance upward to meet Sigura's, 
running his tongue along the underside of his cock, stroking him up with his right hand while the other slowly 


worked on his own. 
"Mm, Kjetil. Stand up." 


The older man stopped what he was doing and stood up. Sigurd grabbed his hand and set him on the bed, 
leading him up to the headboard. He lifted the skirt up and spread Kjetil's legs apart, pulling the lace panties off 
and throwing them aside. Sigurd met his lips with Kjetils and his mouth opened immediately, letting his tongue 
inside. His hand roamed around the servant's abs, down his hips and on to his hard cock, pulling lightly. Kjetil let 
out a whine and Sigurd pulled away. 


"Why'd you stop me, Master?" he asked, his voice breathy. "You haven't cum yet" 

"Don't worry | will. With you looking at me like that, though, | wanted to take you already." 
Kjetil blushed wildly and Sigurd kissed him again. For some reason, this all felt ok. 

"Sir.. do what you want to me," he said quietly, breaking the kiss. 

"Oh? | don't think | had any other intentions." Sigurd chuckled. "Why do you say that though?" 


"| love you, and I've wanted this for the longest time,” Kjetil replied, his hazel eyes bearing deep into the ice 


blue ones in front of him. He saw Sigurd's cheeks turn red and stop his movements. 
"Really?" 


Kjetil nodded. "That's why | stayed. It just felt .. right" He felt a little embarrassed now. This probably killed the 
heavy erotic mood they had going. 
Sigurd cupped his hands around Kjetil's face and brought him in to kiss him, longingly. It was different from 


before; it wasn't motivated by pure lust anymore. It felt driven by true desire and love. 


"That. means a lot to me, you know." Sigurd said, breaking the kiss. He wrapped his arms around Kjetil and 
untied the maid costume from the back, pulling it off completely. He followed with the headband, cuffs, choker, 


garterbelt and stockings, throwing them all on the floor. Then he removed his own pants completely. 


"| want to do this right. You in?" 


Kjetil smiled. "OF course, sir." 
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This was certainly taking a great turn. In the beginning Kjetil was sure this would be another one of Sigura's 
playful one night stands, but all it took was one confession to make it into something that felt... right. 

Sigurd had went through his dresser and gotten the container of lube out. He scooted towards Kjetil and kissed 
him again, hands roaming his hips, down to his still erect cock and slowly pumped it. Kjetil let out a small 


whimper and he closed his eyes. In Sigurd's other hand he generously covered his fingers in the lubricant. 
‘lm going to open you up a bit, okay? Just try to relax." 


Kjetil nodded and Sigurd let his index finger find the tight ring of muscle, slowly pushing through. The older 
man's breath hitched and he tried to relax his body. The finger pushed in deeper, pulled out, and slowly pushed 
in again. After a few times a second finger was added and Kjetil braced himself again. Sigurd put light kisses on 
his forehead, whispering words of encouragement to him and pushing the fingers in As they got deeper, the 
middle finger rubbed against the servant's g-spot and he moaned softly. 

Eventually Kjetil was relaxed enough and ready. He laid himself on his back and Sigurd was above him, slicking 
himself up. When he was done he slowly pushed himself inside of the man under him, stopping every so often 
to let Kjetil relax. 


"You good?" Sigurd asked. 

"Yeah just.. go slowly." 

"| promise | will" They kissed and Kjetil wrapped his legs around Sigurd's waist, his arms around his neck. Slowly, 
the younger man thrusted in. His hips set a gentle pace, going deeper inside each time. It was a new sensation 
for Kjetil but he adjusted and started to move his hips against Sigurd's. 


"You're so tight- mmh- fuck it feels so good," Sigurd said, his voice low. "How does it feel?" 


"Good," Kjetil replied As he said that, Sigurd's cock hit the sweet spot inside of him and a mewl escaped him. 
"Oh fuck- do that again." 


Sigurd smiled and thrusted against the spot, making the older man moan more. Kjetil's hips thrusted back and 
he found a rhythm to go at, enabling his master to hit his g-spot more. "Oh, my God, that feels so good!" 


Before they could go any further, Sigurd pulled out and rolled Kjetil on top of him. 


"Ride me," he said, his voice filled with lust. 
Kjetil nodded and Sigurd put his hands on his hips, slowly lowering the older man on to his cock. When he was 
fully seated a shudder ran through Kjetils body. 


"Just move whenever you're ready." 


The older man took a breath and began to move up and down. Every time he came back down he hit against 
his prostate, making his mind go blank. His breath became labored, and when Sigurd thrusted his hips up as he 
came down he moaned loudly. 


"Mmh- Sigurd-" Kjetil whimpered, rolling his hips, "You're going to make me cum if you keep- hal- doing that!" 


A smile crept up on Sigurd's face. "Oh no, we don't want that yet. Besides, we can do a different position now, 
if you want." 


"Y-yeah." Kjetil slowed his pace, much to his chagrin, and go off of his master's cock. Sigurd motioned for him 
to get on all fours with his ass in the air facing him. Kjetil rested his head on the pillow in front of him and 
gripped the sheets as Sigurd entered him again. His pace was quick and every time he thrusted in he rubbed 
against Kjetil's prostate perfectly. Kjetil moaned each time, his grip on the sheets getting tighter. Slowly, he 
snaked one of his hands to his neglected erection and began to pump slowly. 


Sigurd could tell the both of them were getting close and began to thrust against the older man faster, letting 
out small sighs of ecstasy at the feeling of Kjetil getting tighter around him. The servant looked especially 
good, with his hair spread around the pillow and his face, some sticking to his shoulders and back from sweat. 
The sound of him moaning his master's name as he fucked him harder would've been enough to make Sigurd 


cum right there. 


A few more thrusts against his sweet spot and Kjetil came, his orgasm running through his body like a tidal 
wave, releasing on to his hand and the sheets under him. Sigurd followed soon after, hunched over his lover 


and eventually slowing his pace. 

The two got cleaned up and for a while laid in bed without saying anything. It was really a spur of the moment 
thing. but there was something there between them. They both felt it and couldn't keep quiet about it. It was 
Sigurd who turned around and put his arms around Kjetil, resting his head in the crook of his lover's neck. 
"You alright?" 


"Of course," Kjetil replied. He turned to face Sigurd. "Was it .. ok? The sex, | mean." 


‘It was more than ‘ok’, it was amazing.” Sigurd smiled, brushing some of Kjetil's long dark hair behind his ear. 


"You were perfect as always." He saw the servant's cheeks turn a rosy shade of red. The two moved their 


faces closer and kissed, more passionate and loving than before. 
"I love you," Kjetil said after the kiss broke. "I'm glad | stayed with you." 
"Me too." Sigurd held Kjetil tighter against him and the two slowly went off into sleep. 


Now this wealthy heir situation seemed much better than before. 


